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Hunter's Plan 

CassieBeckett 

Summary: 

=SPOILERS FOR HOLLOW MIND (S2E16)= 


“| say ‘the Titan has big plans for you’, and he does what he’s told. Unlike the previous 
attempts.” 


“I'm starting to think you make those things just to destroy them. You have fun with it! Admit 
it!” 


“What a shame. Out of all the Grimwalkers, you looked the most like him.” 


Flapjack’s frantic chirps jolted Hunter back to the present. Distantly, he knew he was sitting 
on the faded floorboards of the Owl House. Luz was next to him, silent and waiting. If he 
turned around, he knew the exact face she would be making. The sickening sympathy. The 
silent promise that she would listen. Hunter had no idea what she had to gain from the false 
kindness, but she needed to know that he would not fall for it. 


He would never fall for anything again. 


Notes: 
so.... suffice to say | have not recovered, and | want all of you to suffer with me :D 


Enjoy emotionally destroyed Hunter :) 
(See the end of the work for more notes.) 


Chapter 1 

Chapter Text 

“| say ‘the Titan has big plans for you’, and he does what he’s told. Unlike the previous 
attempts.” 


“I’m starting to think you make those things just to destroy them. You have fun with it! Admit 
it!” 


“What a shame. Out of all the Grimwalkers, you looked the most like him.” 


Flapjack’s frantic chirps jolted Hunter back to the present. Distantly, he knew he was sitting 
on the faded floorboards of the Owl House. Luz was next to him, silent and waiting. If he 
turned around, he knew the exact face she would be making. The sickening sympathy. The 
silent promise that she would listen. Hunter had no idea what she had to gain from the false 
kindness, but she needed to know that he would not fall for it. 


He would never fall for anything again. 
“What a shame.” 


Flapjack fluttered beside him, and he could sense that he knew. Something is wrong, the 
chirps seemed to insist. They can help. Tell them everything. 


In reality, the little bird was simply chirping something that Hunter recognised as his name, 
over and over. But Hunter knew his palisman well enough to understand what he wanted him 
to do. 


He knew he was in the Owl House, he knew that. But all he could see was his unc- Belos’s- 
sharp glare. The animosity screamed in his head. Hunter had seen the very moment when 
he had decided to kill and replace him, written plainly on his face. The look that told him he 
had done it hundreds of times before, and held no remorse. How disposable he truly was. 


Flapjack was still butting softly against his head, the chatter twisting and reforming in 
Hunter’s head until it was a rhythm he could understand. 


Areyouokayareyouokayareyouokay? 
No. 


“He knows,” Hunter heard himself whisper. His voice fractured at the edges. “He knows we 
were in there.” 


No reply. Even Flapjack seemed to quieten. They were all disgusted by his fear- of course 
they were, even the lowliest Scouts knew never to show fear. Not of anything. Especially not 
fear of the emperor they were meant to sacrifice their lives for. They were all looking at him 
in disgust. Obviously they were. How far the mighty Golden Guard has fallen, Luz must be 
thinking. Perhaps they were delighted, overjoyed at seeing the fagade shatter. The prodigy- 
broken. 


But he couldn’t stop himself. Belos’s words pounded in his head, every little attack now a 
death threat. He was disposable. He was going to die. Dust-covered picture frames seemed 
to surround him, each one a grisly tale of a different demise. Deaths that, if he focused hard 
enough, perhaps he could remember. Or at least, he could remember the agony that 
followed. Shattered masks covered the floorboards, surrounding him until he feared he 
would cut his hands on the shards. He cracked. 


“| can’t- | can’t go back!” 

“Kid. Breathe.” The Owl Lady’s voice, firm and yet gentle. 

It was a trick. Everything was always a trick. He forced himself to look up, to see the disgust, 
the pity- but when he met her eyes, he could only see... He didn’t know. He didn’t know 
anything. 

She offered her hand. 

“Hunter,” Luz had said. The Inner Belos was just behind them, and he was just about to die, 
and- there she had been, offering her hand like it was the easiest thing in the world. It had 


come so easily to her. 


The Owl Lady offered her hand. He could not- would not- take it. She was a Wild Witch, and 
she could kill him. She will kill him, he knew it. 


He knew nothing. 


Hunter scrambled backwards. Distantly, he could hear someone’s gasping breaths, tearing 
from someone's throat painfully. It was a few moments until he recognised it as his own. His 
heartbeat thundered in his ears. He was alive, he told himself. He was alive. But for how 
long? 


Hunter didn’t remember standing up, but now he backed away. It was then that he 
recognised the cloak still proudly slung around his shoulders, and the insignia that was not 
his own. The blood of his predecessors covered this cloak. His blood covered this cloak. He 
ripped it off. It fluttered to the floor, as if it was unaware of the sins it carried. The insignia 
was in full view now. The clasp that held a thousand lies. 


Belos was going to murder him. He could see it even now, the demises that had hung, like 
blessed art, in his emperor’s mind. They were all his deaths. His family's deaths? It didn’t 
matter. Either way, he would soon join them, the only memory of him a rotting ornate frame. 
A frame that held his life’s last, desperate, fleeting moments. 


His breaths would not come. They ripped his lungs open. Maybe they were all still speaking, 
imploring him to sit down. Hunter didn’t know. All he could see were twisting, decaying trees, 
and thousands of memories that were not his own. And yet somehow were. 


He had to get out. He met his palisman’s eyes. The scar that stretched over his eye. He 
looked just like the corpse that had broken on the breeze not an hour before. 


He shoved the door open, and ran. Flapjack followed close behind. 
“Hunter!” 


He did not turn around. That was not his name. Only witches had names, and he was not a 
witch. 


He had no idea how long he ran for. Hours, perhaps. He ran until every fibre of his body 
screamed at him to stop, to breathe, to live. Flapjack screamed at him to stop too. He 
ignored both. 


Eventually, he could not. His legs crumbled beneath him, and he fell to the ground 
pathetically. He lay there for a few moments, staring up at the sky. In other circumstances, it 
may have been a beautiful night. The stars shone brightly regardless of whose life had been 
destroyed that night. The stars did not care, and they offered no pity. Hunter was glad of that. 


Flapjack settled on his chest, rising and falling with every breath. Slowly, they became more 
rhythmic. He barely noticed when he could breathe normally again. All he could register 
were the stars, Flapjack’s tiny weight, and the crushing, endless certainty that sooner or 
later, he was going to- 


He was going to die. If not tonight, then tomorrow. It was as clear as the night sky. Hunter 
was replaceable. He would die, and then another would spawn, naive and perfect and so 
relentlessly desperate to prove himself. 


“The Titan has big plans for you.” 


He found himself reliving every moment of his entire life. Trying to see some pattern, some 
misstep Belos had made that clearly spelled out that Hunter had been an idiot this whole 
time. He could not find one. But there had to be. Belos had raised him several times over. 
And every time, he perfected his technique. How to convince him to not go against him this 
time. How to raise the better version, the uncorrupted version. The perfect pawn. 


“As long as he stays on the right path.” 


But he had never done so, not for eternity. Belos had admitted it himself. Had he really gone 
against the man who had called him his own that many times? Belos had treated him like his 
own blood. 


Hunter had no blood. Not a witch’s blood. Just like he had no name. A name was something 
a parent gave to you, something- there was something so irredeemably normal about it. 
Every witch had a name. He used to love the idea that that was one thing he had left of his 
parents, that name that they must have spent hours deciding on. 


Grimwalkers had no parents. He only had Belos, and he wanted him dead. Of course he did. 
He had been erased so many times. For being useless, for being a traitor, for not following 
Belos’s simplest requests. He was useless. No wonder he was destined to die. 


As if he could hear Hunter’s thoughts, Flapjack started his affectionate head-butting once 
again. Hunter sighed. “Do you blame me?” he said quietly. “I’m an idiot, okay? | get it. Let me 
wallow in peace, for Titan’s sake.” 


Go back. Tell them that you'll help them. 
“No, okay? | can't, they’'ll- they don’t want me.” 
But Luz- 


“It doesn’t matter!” Hunter burst out. “It doesn’t matter what she said, because she’s- she just 
says things like that! To get you on her side!” 


Silence. Flapjack let out a chirp that sounded far too much like an exasperated sigh, and 
settled on the ground next to him. Hunter found it in himself to sit up, at least. He sat stiffly, 
pulling his knees to his chest and leaning back against the nearest tree. He hadn't realised 
how close he had been to the edge of the mountain. He remembered this place. He had no 
idea how- he had never been here- but he used to sit here when he was younger. One of 
them did. 


The Golden Guard had overheard a conversation. He wasn’t meant to have been there. This 
was not Hunter’s memory, and yet it formed in his mind as suddenly as if he had lived 
through it himself. It was as natural as breathing. 


Whoevers eyesight this was, it was terrible. It blurred at the edges, details escaping as soon 
as he tried to distinguish them. The Golden Guard seemed to be used to this. It had hardly 
bothered him. 


Belos had stood in the throne room. Normally he stood with all the righteousness of the Titan 
himself, poised and perfect and infallible. But this day, he was not. Instead he appeared 
deranged, wild, appearing to talk hastily to no-one. The Golden Guard had feared for his 
emperor’s health- he had never seen him this way- and so he lingered by the doorway. 
Seeing through this Guard’s eyes, Hunter could see how his line of sight barely met the door 
handle. He was young. 


“| must dispose of him,” Belos was saying now, irritable. Whoever he was talking to, he was 
trying to win them over, and was quickly losing patience. “He can barely see, and he looks 
nothing like-” 


He was interrupted. By what, The Golden Guard could not tell. There was a fraught, long 
silence, as Belos took in a response that he could not hear. Finally- “He cannot serve, 
Collector. He is one step away from blind.” 


The Golden Guard flinched. It was him that was being spoken about. No one else in the 
castle had serious eyesight problems like he had. He knew that, but- he could still help. 
Belos had given him so much, he had to be of use. But regardless of how he already knew 
that he was who the emperor's anger was aimed at, he tried to reason with himself silently, 
calming the surge of dread. ‘It could be anyone. Maybe a Scout.’ 


It was then that Belos looked up from his conversation, and saw him. The murderous look in 
his eyes killed all doubt. 


The Golden Guard fled. 


He had wept here, where Hunter now sat, for hours on end. Until he was found by Belos, 
sobbing, weak and young and pathetic, and his blood had soaked into the grass. 


Hunter returned to himself, eyes wide. He hadn’t meant to do that. It felt like an invasion of 
privacy, watching someone’s final moments- the terror the stranger had felt, crying in this 
very spot. Hunter looked down, expecting the grass to be stained with dried blood. It wasn’t- 
of course it wasn’t- but that did nothing to quell the rising panic. That Golden Guard had 
been nine. He didn’t know how he knew that, but he did, as certainly as he knew his own 
age. 


“He was nine,” Hunter repeated softly. Flapjack had no idea what he was referring to, but 
looked up concerned all the same. Hunter couldn't find it in himself to explain, so just looked 
desperately at his palisman, willing him to understand. He didn’t, but still gave Hunter that 
same look that he loved, the quiet chirps a constant comfort. 


Hunter pulled the little bird into a hug. And in the same place as that little Guard so many 
years before, he wept. 


Chapter 2 
Summary: 
Hunter is haunted throughout a sleepless night by faces painfully familiar. 


Both real and false. 
In other words: Darius saves Hunter from himself. 


Notes: 

SooOo- Labyrinth Runners was AMAZING. No spoilers for that episode are ahead, just a 
continuation from the events of Hollow Mind (s2e16). But if you haven't watched that yet... 
what have you been doing, gO WATCH IT- /Ih 


Enjoy this chapter! <3 


TW: very vague ideas of suicide idealisation, past trauma, and forced unconsciousness. 
Stay safe! 


(See the end of the chapter for more notes.) 


Chapter Text 

The sun had set long ago when Hunter finally dared to look up. His eyes were red, his face 
tear-stained, and he didn’t dare to think about what Belos would say if he saw him now. 
Pathetic, he cursed himself. Some Golden Guard you are. 


Flapjack was asleep beside him. You should be asleep too, a voice strikingly like Darius’s 

told him. Hunter didn’t respond to the illusion. Only the Titan knew what was real and what 
was fake tonight. He had spent hours plagued by constant Golden Guards, old and young, 
some practically disabled, and some that Belos said ‘showed great promise’. However, he 
had never seen a Guard that reached twenty. 


Hunter couldn’t sleep. He didn’t dare to. If this is what his waking hours looked like- illusion 
after illusion clouding his sight- he didn’t have the imagination to think of what his dreams 
would materialise as. He already had nightmares, even after a good day. 


If Flapjack was awake, he would be chiding him. In his endearing way where it sounded like 
a request, not an order. 


The lack of sleep was getting to him. The illusions were clearly the Illusionist Coven Head, 
Adrien Grey, messing with him, instructed by Belos to drive him to insanity. It was another 
one of the emperor’s cruel lessons. Like the one that had earned his scar. He had to blame 
the ‘past lives’ on illusionist witches, because that- it could be explained. It was logical. Here, 
in the dark, the only other option was plain insanity, with no accomplice but himself. 


It was getting worse. That first memory was only the beginning. Throughout the night, Guard 
after Guard had plagued him, recounting their darkest moments until Hunter felt their fear as 


strongly as if it were his own. Now, if Hunter focused hard enough, he swore he could hear 
them in his thoughts. Every single Guard, begging for revenge. Revenge against the man 
who had given them all life- and then taken it away. 


Dully, he thought that if this continued, it wouldn’t be long until he collapsed. He couldn't find 
the strength to care. Flapjack was asleep, and he was alone. 


He couldn't tear his eyes away from the cliff edge. A few leaves tore themselves free from 
the branches above, flurrying over the edge. Maybe that’s how Belos would kill him. Maybe 
in only a few hours, he would find himself gripped harshly by his throat, dangling over that 
cliff. Then he would let go. Another Guard’s accidental death, painted onto the emperor’s 
hands. A tragic, pointless death, and his name would disappear amongst the endless 
predecessors. And then another would spawn, with the same cape and mask and idiocy, and 
it would be like he never died at all. 


If he did it now, he could spare Belos the job. 


He glanced over at his palisman beside him. What would Flapjack do without him? For a 
moment, he thought it was pathetic that a palisman was the only being who would miss him. 
But Flapjack was kinder than anyone else had ever been to him. He didn’t react to Hunter’s 
constant outbursts. He would just cock his head gently to the side, as if listening to him. Like 
he cared. 


The sleep-deprivation was making him sentimental. It was then that he realised he’d let his 
guard down, if only for a few seconds. He’d let go of the door handle, and now another 
Guard forced themselves to the forefront of Hunter’s consciousness. 


He could do nothing but hope that this memory wasn’t another merciless slaughter. He 
squeezed his eyes shut, and prepared for the rush of dizziness that came with every 
memory that wasn’t his own. 


It wasn’t a Guard that Hunter saw first. It was Darius. Or rather, a very young Darius. He 
must have been fifteen, maybe fourteen. He stood confidently, preparing for an attack with a 
small smile. 


But it didn’t seem as if anyone was attacking him. 


It was then that a Guard tore right through Hunter’s being, meeting Darius’s abominations 
with a satisfying crack of his staff. Hunter fought the urge to stagger backwards as he took in 
the figure’s face. This one wasn’t wearing his mask as he sparred Darius. And he looked 
exactly like Hunter, in every way possible. He had grown accustomed to all the Guards 
looking similar, but this was unsettling. The same torn ear, even the scar- although this one 
stretched across the bridge of his nose instead of his jaw. The only thing missing were the 
deep bags beneath his eyes. Everything else was perfect. 


This one’s hair was neat, a mischievous smile on his face as he attacked and parried. 
Hunter was taken aback- this Guard had the nerve to look... happy? Even elated as he met 
each of Darius's attacks. 


Hunter had materialised in the middle of a sparring ring. He stumbled backwards, finding his 
way to the sidelines. Although it didn’t matter if he was ‘in the way’- no one could see or feel 
him here. Not even the Golden Guard. 


It became clear very quickly that this was Darius’s ‘mentor’ that he spoke so fondly of. His 
teacher must have been nineteen- only four years older- but this Guard held all the 
confidence of a Coven Head. He was holding his own effortlessly, knocking aside each 
onslaught with an attack of his own. He barely seemed out of breath, his eyes flicking 
towards the source of every attack before it even came. Darius seemed frustrated, but also 
seemed used to being evenly matched by his only slightly older mentor. 


Darius summoned an abomination- much smaller than his spells normally were, Hunter 
noted. The creature rushed (or, waddled) forwards, tripping the Guard. He recovered quickly, 
falling onto the abomination and crushing it. He looked down at his abomination-covered 
cloak with an exasperated sigh. 


“What, afraid of a little mess?” Darius teased. 


“Says you,” his mentor shot back with a grin. Flicking his staff, all of the spell that covered 
the Guard’s cloak slid off, flying onto Darius’s clothes instead. Darius spluttered in 
indignation. When he looked back up from his ruined cloak, he looked furious- but only 
jokingly so. 


“Do your worst,” the Golden Guard challenged. 


Darius spun another circle, this one much bigger. The abomination that formed now seemed 
ravenous for blood. Hunter glanced back over at the Guard; he wore a proud smile as he 
prepared to take on the much more worthy adversary. He seemed to be using Darius’s 
perfectionism to his advantage. To give him motivation to actually try and match the Guard’s 
strength. Smart move, Hunter had to admit. There was nothing that would anger Darius 
more than his own spells destroying his perfect outfit. 


The Guard met the creature in the middle of the ring. He dodged and weaved around it, 
confusing the spell with a series of ducks and parries. Then he grew impatient. A surge of 
scarlet energy left his staff, surrounding the abomination. The spell wavered, then froze, 
splitting Darius’s creature in two. Darius let out an annoyed groan as it melted to the floor. 


The Guard leapt over the purple debris, rushing towards his student. Darius raised his hands 
to counter, but there was no time- his teacher spinned his staff around his head, slamming it 
down hard onto Darius's back. In an instant, he was knocked to the ground, wheezing. 


“Not- fair,” Darius gasped. “That wasn’t even- a spell!” 


The Guard only chortled in response. “If you only ever rely on your magic, you'll be 
destroyed very easily, Darey.” 


Darey? Hunter thought, snorting. 


Darius propped himself up with his elbow, struggling. The Guard offered a hand, helping him 
to his feet. They were both smiling. The Guard had the good grace to look a little dishevelled 
after the match, although Darius looked much worse for wear. 


They shook hands. Darius looked a little sour, but his smile remained regardless. 


The last thing Hunter saw before the memory faded was the Guard’s face. Pale, scarred- but 
joyful, and proud of his student. 


Hunter barely reacted when he found himself back on the grass of the cliffside, his back still 
against the bark of a tree. He had done this dozens of times before now. Maybe the 
possessions could be hidden easily? But he had no idea how much time passed in between 
each onslaught, if any time at all. Hunter prayed it was only a millisecond, and he hadn't 
been gazing blankly at nothing for hours on end. 


Flapjack was still asleep, oblivious. With every memory, Hunter’s mind threatened to weaken 
once again, giving way to panic. He still couldn’t quite bring himself to reflect fully on the fact 
that he’d appeared so weak in front of The Owl Lady. And Luz. They must think he was 
pathetic, reacting like that. 


Despite himself, he hoped Luz was okay. The look on her face in The Owl House, she 
looked a few seconds away from having a panic attack herself. But of course, she was 
putting Hunter’s needs before her own. Again. What did she have to gain from that? 


The bushes behind him rustled. Hunter leapt to his feet, backing away slightly. He was far 
too aware that he was cornered, his only exit route the jagged rocks at the bottom of the cliff. 
A long, unsurvivable way down. Hunter felt the edges of panic threaten to surface. He 
shoved them aside. Flapjack awoke with a sharp chirp, sensing the danger and joining him- 
Hunter grabbed his palisman as he transformed into a staff, holding it as menacing as 
possible. Which wasn’t much at all- he had to fight to maintain his tight grip. His hands were 
shaking with exhaustion. 


Hunter knew for a fact that he couldn’t take on Belos in this state. He had been 
sleep-deprived already when he threatened to arrest those idiots who tried to invade Belos’s 
mind. Now? It had been two full days without sleep. He was no match for... anyone, to put it 
bluntly. To put it even blunter, he was going to be shoved off of a cliff, and there was not 
much he could do about it. 


“For Titan’s sake,” Hunter moaned under his breath, trying to hide his shaking. He knew his 
death was going to happen sooner or later, but he would really rather not face his emperor in 
a bout of weakness such as this. 

He tailed off when a familiar hooded figure entered his hiding spot. Not Belos? 


One of the criminals with the potions. The reason why he had seen... everything. 


“YOU!” Hunter yelled. 


The figure recoiled, raising his gloved hands in what Hunter assumed to be a gesture of 
surrender. In doing so, his hood fell, his face becoming clear. 


“..Darius?” 


Darius offered a small, slightly sheepish smile. Hunter wavered, wanting for a moment to do 
the same- he stopped himself, and scowled instead. He was the reason. 


“Little Prince,” Darius said in greeting. He was clearly fighting off a look of disgust. “You 
look... awful.” 


“Yeah, well- no thanks to you,” Hunter snapped. “Do you have any idea what I’ve seen 
because of you and your idiot friends?” 


Darius seemed to understand in an instant, taking in Hunter’s lack of a cloak and mask. “I 
don’t,” he admitted softly. “I can’t even imagine what you’ve seen.” 


The gentle admittance was not something Hunter was used to. He had been gearing up for a 
debate, not kindness. He had no idea how to respond. He faltered, looking up at Darius with 
something akin to confusion. Darius clearly took that as an invitation to move closer, for he 
took a few cautious steps towards him. Hunter fought the urge to edge away. 


“|...” Hunter started. “I can’t go back.” He let his grip on his palisman loosen ever so slightly, 
using it to lean on instead of a weapon. The admittance that he had nowhere to go was more 
exhausting than he thought it would be. For with it came the undeniable conclusion that he 
had no idea what came next. 


“And you don’t have to.” 


“But- | have nowhere else to go! I- He took me in, and he was kind sometimes, and... and 
he’s a liar, or-” Hunter halted. He breathed out harshly, his heartbeat pounding against his 
skull. A few moments of silence stretched on. Darius waited patiently. Hunter’s eyes pricked 
with tears he didn’t dare to shed. He squeezed his eyes shut until the feeling passed. He 
forced the nausea down. Then: “...He’s a liar, Darius.” 


“| know, Hunter.” He moved further still, gently placing a gloved hand beneath Hunter’s chin, 
turning his face to meet his. Darius scanned his face intently. He couldn’t understand why he 
looked so... concerned. Then: “When’s the last time you slept?” 


He opened his mouth to tell the truth. Two and a half days, he wanted to mumble. In the 
back of his mind, maybe he wanted to be dragged back to the Castle. Maybe the emperor 
would be merciful, and give an order for the Potions Coven to give him an amnesia potion. 
He'd forget this night, the shattered masks and the endless lies, and all would be back to 
normal. He would be the righteous Belos’s right hand man again. The prodigy that could not 
be felled. 


But he knew that wasn’t what he wanted. To be a fool once again, fighting people who really 
were victims, not criminals. The figurehead of deceit. 


But even so, he knew he couldn’t tell Darius that he was so weak. He could do better than 
this. He was expected to be better. He remembered the Titan-forsaken flutes that Coven 
Scouts were given, that could put criminals who resisted to sleep. Maybe Darius had one. 
Maybe- maybe it was all a trick. Maybe he would be lulled to complacency, and then trapped 
in that darkest basement for days, before Belos finally arrived and granted him mercy, 
eliminating him in preparation for the next Golden Guard. 

“Hunter?” Darius prompted. 

He couldn't think about that now. Either way, Darius would not be best pleased at the truth. 
So he did the next best thing. “Who cares about that?” he bit out in lieu of an answer. “It 


doesn’t matter.” 


Darius raised an eyebrow. “Not in some time then, | take it.” He reached into his cloak. 
Hunter knew what was going to happen next. 


He pulled out the flute. 

“No!” Hunter protested. “Don't! I- | told you, | can’t go back, he knows | was in his head-” 
He kept his eyes fixed on the flute, which Darius held tightly. As a threat? He didn’t know. 
Maybe Darius was a liar too, still loyal to the emperor. Maybe he’d been tasked with 
delivering the Golden Guard back to him. 

“You'll kill yourself via exhaustion otherwise. It’s not a noble way to go, Little Prince...” 

“| can’t go back!” Hunter yelled back. It bordered on a shriek, cracking with panic. His 
palisman staff glowed yellow in his hands, Flapjack’s wings spreading wide, and without 
another word he leapt onto it. 

“| never said | would-” Darius started. 


Hunter couldn’t listen. He couldn’t be trusted. 


Hunter hovered above the ground; he was seconds away from taking off. He was going to 
make it. 


Darius raised the flute to his lips. 
A soft, liting melody left the instrument. 
A ccloud of gentle reassurance surrounded him. He couldn’t see. He barely cared about it as 


the adrenalin left, replaced by the feeling of falling gently. He felt his shoulders loosen 
against his will, his hands falling from where he was gripping his staff. 


The floor glided towards his face. He felt like he was floating, although he knew vaguely that 
he must be falling hard towards the ground. The thought was too distant to fully grasp or 
care about. As his vision tilted and blurred, he saw white gloves catch him gently before he 
met the grass. His palisman staff fell useless to the ground. 


“No,” Hunter mumbled. “No, Dar’i.” 
His body didn’t respond. He collapsed fully into Darius’s hold, and then there was nothing. 


Notes: 
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Chapter 3 
Summary: 
Hunter finds himself in a strange new place. Darius reminisces about a lost friend. 


Notes: 
(See the end of the chapter for notes.) 


Chapter Text 
The Golden Guard was a mess. 


His hair was matted, the deep circles beneath his eyes deeper than ever. He was sickly pale. 
Darius was willing to bet he had been traipsing through the forest all night- now the 
beginnings of sunlight filtered through the trees. A glaring, unrelenting sunrise shone behind 
him as he started to fall from the sky. His eyelids fluttered for a moment, a last attempt at 
fighting against the spell. He tilted dangerously to the side. The Little Prince didn’t even have 
the strength to try and break his fall as he tumbled off of his palisman, fast towards the 
unforgiving Titan. 


Darius watched with an odd mixture of be musement and concern. He rushed forward, 
catching him just in time. He weighed barely anything. He adjusted him gently in his arms. 
For a moment, he gazed up at Darius, eyes half-lidded, losing the fight rapidly. He looked 
naively confused, the last vestiges of fear still visible. 


“No,” he mumbled childishly. “No, Darey.” 

And then he was fast asleep, mouth slightly open. 

Darey. It had been over a decade since he had heard that name. Despite himself, he felt 
tears prick at his eyes. Archer threatened to invade his memory once again, with his bouts of 


teasing and ever-prominent smile. He tried his hardest not to acknowledge that this boy, 
stubborn and cold and confused, still held the same gait and mannerisms as his 


predecessor. He too stood proudly, though Darius was inclined to think that Hunter did this 
purely because he was well-practised in a false arrogance that he didn’t truly possess. 
Archer wore his confidence softly, with a sort of selflessness that you could not practise. Life 
as a Golden Guard came easily to him. Life with Covens did not. That had been the problem. 


Darius still remembered the times when Archer would speak out, naive in his own way- he 
thought Belos was noble too, and capable of adhering to advice. Right up until the end. That 
was what reminded him so harshly of Hunter. The good intentions, the desire to make the 
world a better place. They had both been fooled into thinking that the Emperor’s Coven was 
a way to do that. 


Darius had been there, the first time when Archer had spoken out. It was just after a sparring 
session. He was covered in his own spell’s filth thanks to his mentor, and was muttering 
angrily to himself about the injustice. He was slowly making his way down the endless 
corridors, attempting once again to find the exit- it always took him longer than he was willing 
to admit. This time, however, his journey was intercepted. 


Archer hurried right past him, not seeing his student at all in his haste. As he passed, Darius 
saw an urgency he had never seen before. It intrigued him; as close as they were, Darius 
knew there were certain things that Archer did not share. The Golden Guard shouldn't have 
time for allies. Darius had been an exception. An exception that the emperor did not approve 
of, but had hesitantly allowed. 


So he hid. The Golden Guard had secrets- and for a reason he couldn’t place, Darius was 
determined to know them all. His determination had been born the moment when he first 
saw his emperor unmasked, and had begun scolding Archer with such genuine anger. 
Archer always tried his hardest to be ‘good enough’ for him. And he was good enough- he 
was so talented. Darius didn’t know what else Archer could possibly be doing to meet the 
‘Titan’s’ endless expectations. He had never fully trusted Belos after that outburst. 


Just like he expected, Archer rushed straight into the emperor's throne room. The 
nineteen-year-old waited a moment, hands shaking. Then he took a deep breath, steeling 
himself, and entered without a word. Darius felt almost ashamed at having witnessed the 
silent victory over fear. 


Something was wrong. Darius hesitated. He couldn’t forget the apprehension on his 
mentor’s face. Archer was never scared of... anything. He followed with bated breath, 
stopping right before the vast door. He leant around the corner, taking in the scene before 
him with a gasp. 


His mentor kneeled before the emperor. But not in reverence. He seemed to be struggling, 
his shoulders shaking. He couldn’t stand, Darius realised suddenly. He was wounded, but 
Darius couldn’t see his face from where he was standing. 


It was then that he saw blood dripping onto the floor. Archer was bleeding. Badly. He had to 
stop himself from rushing forward to comfort him, to help him to his feet. Darius had sparred 
him so many times- The Golden Guard could not be felled. 


But here he was, trembling, trying desperately to swallow his gasps of pain. The sound was 
painful even to hear. Darius took a few clumsy steps back, terrified. 


Archer couldn’t be beaten. He couldn’t be. He- he was Archer. 


He tore his gaze away, focusing instead on Belos. He could just about see his arm- it was... 
leaking? It melted and reshaped itself, a grotesque parody of an abomination. It returned 
slowly to a normal state, but he knew what he saw. It had reformed into a false shape of an 
arm. Belos was not a witch. No witch was capable of that. 


The emperor spoke at last. His voice held no remorse. “I tried to warn you,” he said idly. “I 
distinctly remember telling you not to follow me, but you just refuse to listen. After all | have 
done for you-” 


“Don’t. | saw everything,” Archer hissed. His voice was ragged, hoarse with pain. He 
charged on regardless. “You killed them. They witnessed what you did to their palismen, 
and- and when they spoke out, you killed them. That is not justice. That- that isn’t what we 
stand for.” Archer tried once again to struggle to his feet. As soon as he succeeded, panting- 
a tendril shot out from where the emperor’s arm should have been. He shoved Archer to the 
ground yet again, and he collapsed, winded and wheezing. He was so weak that he couldn’t 
break his fall, and he landed hard on his back. His head snapped up to look at Belos so 
quickly, so desperately, that Darius could almost feel his fear as he tried to scramble away. 


Belos took off his mask. His rotting scar moved unnaturally, seeming to pulse in anger as he 
strode forwards. Archer followed his every movement like cornered prey, edging backwards 
with every stride. The emperor’s gaze no longer held respect, or love. Only hatred. 


It was then that Darius was certain. He was about to watch his mentor die. He had to do 
something. If the roles were reversed, Archer would already be at his side, ready to fight to 
the death to protect his student. His friend. 


He hadn't chosen a Coven yet. For that, he was eternally grateful. He spun a circle- small 
and wavering as it was, it was enough to teleport Archer. He materialised right next to him, 
stumbling with the vertigo it created. 


Darius dragged him to his feet. “Come on,” he urged. 


“D-Darey?” he said, shaken. He seemed dizzy with shock, his eyes unfocused- but he 
followed all the same. Darius spun another circle before he could even draw a breath. And 
just like that, an abomination swallowed them both. 


They appeared on the roof of the castle. After a few moments of making sure that they 
hadn’t been seen, looking around wildly, Darius finally calmed down, and looked into the 
eyes of his mentor. What he saw terrified him. Archer’s face was bleeding. Dark blood 
streamed down his face, blooming from a deep gash on his forehead. It sliced straight 
through his eyebrow, narrowly missing his eye. Tears had mixed with his blood, creating gory 
pathways. 


“Here,” Darius said quickly. He tried his best to spin a healing spell, raising his hand to 
Archer’s forehead. He accepted the spell silently, looking at Darius in shock. 


“How- how much did you see?” 
“Everything,” Darius said. He almost sounded sullen. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 


“He’s not normally that bad,” Archer tried to justify. “But | saw something | shouldn’t have, 
and now... he’s going to replace me.” 


Archer’s wound sealed shut. Darius withdrew his hand, wincing as a wave of exhaustion 
crashed through him. He pushed through it. “Replace you? But he can’t do that, there’s no 
one as talented as you!” 


“If what I’ve been researching is true, then | am incredibly easy to replace.” He was about to 
elaborate, his expression urgent, but below them they heard Scouts begin to search loudly 
throughout the castle, careless crashes getting closer. “I don’t have time to explain, Darey. | 
just- | need you to promise me something.” 


“Anything.” 


“Don't get a Sigil. Become a Coven Head.” His face was still covered in blood, but he smiled 
regardless, warm and bright and filled with pride. “And be on my side.” 


Darius was about to ask what side that was. But before he could, Archer had already stood 
up, shaking off his dizziness stubbornly. 


“Arch, wait-” 


Archer’s staff appeared before him, and he mounted it immediately. He looked back at his 
student one last time. 


“Stay safe,” he said with a sad smile. 
Then he was gone. 
He was never seen again. 


Darius didn’t bother to blink away his tears now. Had Hunter felt uneasy at his initiation 
ceremony, only a few years ago? Did he feel the edges of Archer’s consciousness 
threatening to surface as he knelt there, exactly where he had been knocked to the ground 
only years before? Maybe he felt his predecessor’s fear, the blood that had been spilt on 
those tiles. 


If he had truly seen what Darius assumed he had seen, the sleep spell would have been a 
welcome blessing. Even if Hunter would never admit it. Darius looked down at the palisman 
staff that lay on the ground, and bent to pick it up. As soon as he touched it, the bird 
appeared, indignant. He took in Darius for a moment. Then the boy he held in his arms. 


Darius was expecting a fight- but, however, he seemed to immediately trust him. Perhaps he 
was pleased that his owner was finally sleeping. 


Thank Titan for Raine, Darius thought. He wouldn’t have known what to do if Hunter put up a 
fight if it hadn’t been for that flute, other than knocking him out against a tree. Darius wasn’t 
perfect, but he was certainly adverse to giving teenagers concussions. He hoped Raine 
wouldn’t miss the instrument that he had... ‘found’ in their office. 


He looked down at the Golden Guard in his arms. Hunter almost looked... peaceful. It was 
an odd expression to see on the boy. It was disconcerting, but it did suit him. He did 
sometimes worry that the poor prince would get wrinkles by twenty years old if he 
maintained his frowning habit. Whilst he may be able to pull off the ‘deliberately messy’ look, 
no teenager could pull off frown lines. 

Rustling came from behind him, and Darius whipped around. Titan knows how he could 
protect them with a teenager asleep in his arms. He tensed. He would never admit it, but he 
held Hunter just a little tighter. 

Raine tumbled out of the bushes. 

“For the love of Titan, Raine,” Darius hissed. 

Raine barely acknowledged him, eyes fixed on the boy he was holding, and the palisman 
that had settled on Darius’s shoulder. They blinked a couple times, before asking slowly, “Is 
that-?” 


“Not a word.” 


“You’re holding The Golden Guard awfully carefully there,” they said, voice teasing. “I’d go so 
far as to say you care for the boy.” 


“Well- you- shut up!” Darius said. “I could say the same about you and a certain Owl Lady.” 


Raine’s cheeks burned. They wisely shut up, although muttering a few choice words 
indignantly under their breath. 


“I’m going to deliver him to The Owl House,” Darius said, forcibly calmly, betraying no 
emotion. “He was seconds away from passing out from exhaustion.” 


“Isn't he always? I’m surprised you found him asleep, | didn’t know he could.” 
“Well...” Darius had the good sense to look slightly guilty. It was then that Raine saw the flute 
poking out from beneath Darius’s cloak, which had mysteriously disappeared from their 


office weeks ago. 


“Oh, you can’t be serious.” 


“It was the only choice | had!” Darius said defensively. “He would never go with me 
otherwise!” 


“Isn’t our whole mission fighting for free-will?” Their expression told him very clearly that they 
weren't impressed with his newest hobby of kidnapping. 


Darius huffed, pushing past Raine into the forest. “He doesn’t know what’s good for him.” He 
paused for a moment. “And where is Eberwolf?” 


“Scanning the area,” they replied shortly. “Although | believe it was an excuse to look for 
Hunter too.” 


Darius nodded, moving forwards. Raine reluctantly followed. He glanced down again at the 
Golden Guard- or, rather, Hunter, as he certainly did not belong to the Emperor’s Coven 
anymore. | suppose he’s not a prince either. 


The walk towards the Owl House was silent at first. However, they quickly discovered that 
Hunter had a sleep-talking habit. He muttered a few disgruntled ‘humans’, which Raine 
found hilarious. His mouth hung slightly open, showing his chipped tooth which made him 
seem so much younger. At one point he managed to sluggishly punch Darius in the face, 
much to Raine’s delight. 


The sleep-talking was endearing at first. But it quickly turned into something far more 
concerning. 


“Leave me alone,” Hunter said quietly, recoiling from nothing. “Please, I- | can’t help you.” 


“Do you know who he’s talking to?” Raine said, looking down in concern at the former 
Golden Guard. He twitched, feebly fighting against Darius’s hold. 


Darius shook his head. “No. But being in Belos’s mind wouldn't have been a pleasant 
experience. Especially for... Golden Guards.” 


“So you think it’s true?” they asked. “He’s really a-” 


“We'll find out when he wakes up,” Darius shrugged. “I would have asked earlier, but he was 
in no fit state. And if he doesn’t know what he is, then we have some explaining to do.” 


Hunter interrupted him with a few more incoherent protests, at first too quiet to be heard. But 
then, clear as anything: “Shut up, Archer.” 


Darius froze, shocked. When he looked down, Hunter wore the barest trace of a smile on his 
face. The same reluctant smile that Darius used to wear when Archer would insist on calling 


him Darey. But there’s no way, Darius thought. Archer is dead. 


But the foolish hope, relentless and familiar, surrounded him all the same. 


“Who?” Raine said, confused. They glanced up at Darius, shocked when they saw the 
beginnings of tears in the Coven Head’s eyes. “...Darius?” 


Silence. Then: “...An old friend.” 


Hunter came to slowly, the feeling in his limbs returning groggily. He sat up, despising the 
nausea that came with the sudden movement. He blinked. He blinked again. 


He couldn't see. 


Or rather, he could. But all there was to see was stark white, burning his eyes with its 
brightness. 


“What?” he muttered. He had no idea when he had fallen asleep. And no idea at all how it 
had landed him here. 


A loud thud from behind. Hunter shot to his feet, reacting, trying to grab the staff of his 
palisman. But Flapjack had not materialised as he normally did, ready to protect his owner, 
and his hand clasped around nothing. 


Flapjack was nowhere to be found. 


He wasn’t used to fighting with nothing but his own ability. For a moment, he considered 
running- but the endless white offered no cover, and whoever his adversary was, he was 
certain that they were currently stronger than him, given that he hadn’t eaten or slept in 
days. 


I’m so dead, Hunter thought. Somehow the thought didn’t carry the same anxiety as it 
usually did- something about this place dulled it, made it easier to manage. He felt... 
relaxed? 


It felt wrong. 

He searched the horizon for what had made the noise, crouching into a fighting stance, fists 
ready by his sides. His opposition was nowhere to be found. It was a few moments of 
silence, only his harsh breaths breaking the quiet, when he realised that it was very likely 
that he had imagined it. 

He could calm down. He was relaxed here. It felt warm- he had a strong urge to lie down and 
let sleep take him once again, to drift without having to run and hide and know that one day 
he was going to be found. 


No-one could find him here. 


He slowly lowered himself back down to the featureless ground, sitting cross-legged. The 
noise did not return. He breathed, in and out, until the edges of his vision blurred with sleep. 


Just as he was about to let himself fall, his face cradled in his palm- 


“Hunter!” 
“AGH!” Hunter yelled, flinching and falling backwards. 


A Golden Guard, mask on, was crouching in front of him, inches away from his face. He 
laughed, muffled by the mask. He offered a gloved hand to pull Hunter back up. He slapped 
the hand away, sitting back up with a scowl. 


The Golden Guard seemed unaffected. He shrugged, and took his sneer as an invitation to 
sit down next to him. He matched his height perfectly as he crossed his legs beside him. 


“Sorry about that,” the Golden Guard said good-naturedly. “I get over-excited sometimes, 
and- well, | wanted to talk to you.” 


“...Which one are you?” 


He took off his mask. His hair was far longer than it had been in the memory Hunter had 
invaded a few hours before. His hair, dirty blonde and tousled, fell down to his shoulders, 
half of it pulled into a bun. The same tell-tale scar stretched across his nose, but this time 
another joined it- a deep scar across his forehead, angry and red. And of course, the grin 
that Hunter couldn’t forget. 


He offered his hand once again. “Archer,” he said in greeting. “And it’s nice to meet you too.” 


Hunter looked down at the hand. It was several seconds until he took it, shaking it gingerly. 
Archer didn't seem offended by the hesitance. He only smiled. Being closer than he had 
been in the memory, Hunter noted that this Guard had freckles- most of them dashed by the 
scars. 


“Um. Yeah,” Hunter said. 


“You seem very out of it,” Archer said, giggling a little. “Can’t believe Darius had the gall to 
steal Raine’s flute like that. He’s a lot more reckless than he used to be, gotta say. Y'know 
what they say though, birds fly the nest...” 


Hunter wasn’t completely sure whether his ramblings were addressed to him, but he did his 
best to nod along. 


“Oh yeah! If you’re wondering where your bird is, he couldn’t follow you into the mindscape. 
He’s with Darius. Very capable hands. Trained him myself.” 


“Uh- thank you,” he said. He would never admit it, but of course it had been his first thought. 
Then he registered the second half of the sentence. “Wait, mindscape?” 


“Yeah!” he replied cheerfully. “Well, your head’s a bit of a mess right now, and when you're... 
ever so slightly more vulnerable, it sometimes can invite the last Golden Guard sort of... into 
your head?” 


“This is my mind?!” 
“Yep! ...Very empty, | gotta say.” 


Hunter tried his best not to be offended. It didn’t make much sense- he was self-aware 
enough to know that his mind shouldn't be this... calming. And he'd like to think he’d have 
more personality than just a blank slate. 


“I’m joking,” Archer said, rolling his eyes. “It is your head, but | mean, you are currently 
drugged, and- | guess you really needed the rest, ‘cuz it was very easy to sneak in here. No 
memories, no nothing. You’re out cold.” 


“What?!” 

“Yeah! Darius’s fault. And Raine by association, | guess.” 

He had been captured. How could he have been so foolish? He’d allowed himself to be 
taken in by an outstretched hand and slight kindness, and now he was trapped. Titan knew 
where he was being dragged to. Directly to Belos? He tried his best not to burst out crying 
right then and there. He was screwed. Completely and utterly dead. He might as well start 


carving his own headstone- 


Archer scanned Hunter’s face with a consideration he had never seen before. Then, gently: 
“Hey, don’t freak out or anything. Darius is great! He’s- he’s on your side-” 


Hunter’s patience fractured. “And what side is that?!” 


Archer didn’t rise to the anger. He looked away ever so slightly, his smile fading. “Well, that’s 
for you to decide. But I’d like it to be ours.” 


Hunter was silent. That morning, he had made plans to capture a group of rebels, yet 
another plot with the aim of being welcomed back into the emperor’s good graces. Now, 
even the thought of being in the same room as him filled him with a dread he couldn’t shake. 
It came to him as a shock, but... he didn’t even have to think about what side he was on. He 
wasn’t terrified of Luz, or even the elusive Owl Lady. Or their strange skull-dog. Something 


about them was so- safe. He trusted them. 


The realisation must have shown on his face. Archer shuffled closer, and then wrapped a 
careful arm around his shoulder. Hunter stiffened. He didn’t shrug him off. 


“Thank you,” Archer whispered. “Give Belos a good kick from me, yeah?” 


Hunter allowed himself to finally look Archer in the face. His eyes filled with tears. This time 
he didn’t furiously blink them away, and they rolled down his face. 


He laughed, rolling his eyes. “Shut up, Archer.” 


The command carried no weight. He was glad of that. 


The Owl House was in view when Darius stopped. Hunter had stopped twitching fitfully, and 
now seemed much more peaceful. Raine had spent most of the trip lecturing him on the 
uses of Bard magic with no training whatsoever- “How long was the note? He could be 
asleep for hours!”- and Darius had tried his best to listen. Archer would not like the fact that 
he had kidnapped his successor. Hunter was probably complaining about him right now, in 
that sullen way. He smiled wryly to himself. Archer’s enthusiasm would come as a nasty 
shock; he would have been the leader of the rebellion, if Belos hadn’t- 


“Darius, are you even listening?” 


“Of course | am,” he replied automatically. “I’m just going to politely knock on the door, and 
then we'll be done.” 


Raine sighed as he strode confidently up to the door. Hooty’s eyes snapped open as soon 
as he stepped out from the safety of the trees. 


“EDA!” the demon screeched. “We have visitors! Ooh, and your secret admirer is-” 
The door swung open before he could finish his sentence. The Owl Lady appeared, looking 
positively terrified. Behind her, Darius could just about see the human, sitting on the floor, 


knees pulled to her chest. The dog was doing his best to comfort her. 


“Ah, Darey,” she greeted with a sly smile. She looked slightly rattled, but of course still tried 
her best to effortlessly tease him. Just like Hexside. “It has been too long!” 


Darius did the polite thing and didn’t rise to the nickname. Not because ‘he was the bigger 
witch’- he was about to respond with a scathing remark, but Eda interrupted him before he 


had the chance. 


“Is that-” Her eyes were fixed on the bedraggled teenager in his arms. Perhaps she too was 
shocked at Hunter being capable of sleeping at all. 


“Yes,” he said hurriedly. “And | don’t have time to explain. | just- | need you to protect him.” 
“What?!” 


Raine stepped forward, their expression slightly desperate. “Eda, he will be killed. He’s a 
runaway.” 


“This ‘runaway’ just ran away from here last night! Darius, he doesn’t want to be here, and 
you can’t just- just knock the kid out and drag him here.” 


“| didn’t ‘knock him-” 


“Please, Eda,” Raine said gently. “He’s one of us now.” 


Luz appeared by Eda’s side, pushing past her gently. Her hair was much more wild than 
usual, and she gazed down at the asleep Hunter with the compassion she so effortlessly 
possessed. 

“Is he okay?” Luz asked. “I- he saw so much...” 

“What did he see?” Darius asked urgently. 

Luz met the Coven Head’s eyes tearfully. She opened her mouth- but visibly stopped herself 
before she said a word. She looked wracked with a guilt that Darius couldn’t understand. “I- | 
shouldn't,” she said hesitantly. “It’s not my place.” 


Eda looked down at her student. “It’s your call, Luz. Whatever you think is best.” 


“You're right,” Luz said, a small smile edging onto her face. “He wouldn’t want to be here. But 
he has nowhere else, and- | know what he saw. He'll need us.” 


Eda met Darius’s eyes with a kindness that he didn’t know she was capable of. “You can put 
him on the couch for now.” 


“Thank you,” Darius said. He didn’t need to elaborate; Eda knew he meant it. It was odd- she 
had never seen him as the caring type. But here they both were, worried to death about the 


children that they hadn’t exactly signed up for. 


Darius settled Hunter onto the couch. He mumbled something that he didn’t catch- but then, 


clear as day, he said: “You call’d him ‘Darey’. 


“For Titan’s sake, Archer,” Darius groaned. But it was too late. Everyone stared at the 
sleeping Hunter, who was smiling to himself. Then to Darius. 


Eda and Raine burst out laughing. Even Luz smiled, shaking away her concern. Darius tried 
his best not to flush bright red with anger. 


“Let’s go, Raine,” Darius muttered, pushing past them and out of the door. 


They snorted. “Okay, Darey.” They started to follow, but turned back to face Eda. “Thank 
you. He means a lot to us. Make sure he stays out of trouble?” 


“lll do my best,” Eda said with a grin. “But my kids are bad influences.” 


They laughed, despite Luz and King’s protests. Raine hesitated a little, then pulled Eda into 
a hug. They stepped back quickly, bumping into the doorframe in their embarrassment. 


“T-thank you, again. We'll be in touch,” Raine said quickly. Before Eda could process 
anything, they were gone, following Darius into the forest. 


Eda closed the door, blushing ever so slightly. If Luz was less upset, she would have teased 
her. Instead, she looked up at her teacher with a sad smile. “So what now?” 


“Now... | guess we have a new member of The Owl House.” 
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Chapter 4 
Summary: 
Luz worries for her newfound housemate. 


Hunter spends more time with the brother he never knew. 


Notes: 
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Chapter Text 
“It's been twelve hours,” Luz said. 


“So he clearly needs the rest,” Eda reasoned. 


The two sat on the floor; their sofa was out of commission. Eda had been to the Night Market 
and back already, searching for human-friendly food. Luz had stayed behind. Hunter slept on 
obliviously, unaware of the Luz’s growing anxiety. If he was awake, he would be burning with 
embarrassment. Not due to Luz’s worrying- but because, despite how King had protested, 

he was using him as a stuffed animal, and was hugging him tightly. King had given up trying 
to scramble out of his hold long ago, and had begrudgingly accepted his fate. Now he slept 
peacefully beside him, Hunter’s arm limply wrapped around him. 


“But if | start looking at glyphs now, maybe | could-” 


“No glyphs- he’s fine. He’ll wake up when he’s better. For now, we should give him space.” 
Eda went to stand up- but Luz grabbed at her sleeve, reminding her very strongly of King as 
a baby. She gazed up at her tutor, her eyes glittering with unshed tears. Eda sat down again 
immediately. 


“Kid, he'll be fine.” She wrapped an arm around her shoulder, pulling her close. Luz accepted 
the embrace without a word. 


She sniffed. “I-it’s not that. He'll be okay eventually, but... Eda, | don’t think | can handle 
this.” 


“Handle what?” 


“Hunter,” she said, glancing over at the boy asleep on her couch. “Eda, this isn’t just 
something he can ‘get over’. What he saw...” 


“Hey, I'll be here too,” Eda reminded her. “It’s not your job to ‘fix him’. We just have to be 
here when he needs us. That’s all.” 


Hunter rolled over, at last releasing King, who fell off of the sofa with a loud thud. Luz 
laughed softly as he jolted awake. He glared at Hunter above him. 


“You’re welcome, Goldie,” King said pointedly. He started to curl up on Luz’s lap instead, but 
stopped when he saw that she was near tears. “... Luz?” 


“I’m fine, King. Go back to sleep,” she said, trying to reassure him. It didn’t seem to ring true, 
and he cocked his head to the side, concerned. 


“You don’t look ‘fine’.” 


“I'm just worried about Hunter, that’s all,” she said softly. “Belos’s mind was not somewhere 
any Golden Guard would want to visit.” 


“He just used me as a stuffie for hours,” King replied, a note of annoyance in his tone. “I 
think he’s okay.” 


“King has a point,” Eda said. “Not a single nightmare since he’s got here. That’s gotta mean 
something. We should only worry when we're given reason to.” 


Luz nodded. They both were making sense- judging by the bags under Hunter’s eyes, he 
hadn’t slept in days. He probably had suffered with nightmares long before their escapade in 
Belos’s mind. So Hunter getting a good several days of sleep? He probably just had a lot of 
sleep to catch up on. She could relax. 


But as soon as she did, she’d have to admit that she saw what Hunter saw too. She met 
Philip- the real Philip- for the first time. And it was terrifying. It was all her fault. She knew it. 
Maybe Hunter knew it too. Maybe he had overheard. Maybe he knew what a traitor she truly 
was. That she had doomed them all with an ignorant smile on her face. 


She couldn’t think about that- Hunter had to come first. Because she was worried. No other 
reason. 


“Okay,” Luz said at last. “But I'll stay here with him.” 


Eda raised an eyebrow. She knew Luz well enough at this point to know when she was 
deflecting. This was one of those times, and they both knew it. 


But Luz smiled one of her sunniest smiles. “I’m fine. | just wanna stay.” 
Eda relented, albeit reluctantly. “Okay. I'll be in the kitchen if you need me. C’mon, King.” 


The two left, King looking behind him worriedly as he went. Luz shot him a reassuring smile 
as he left- it didn’t feel real. Nothing had felt real, ever since they had materialised on this 
very floor only a day ago. 


Everything was edged with a numb worry. If she focused, she knew it was guilt, painful 
enough to be crippling. But she refused to look directly at it, so it hurt numbly just out of her 
view. She tried her best to ignore it; Hunter was what mattered. He had it so much worse 
than she could ever imagine. He would need her. So she had to stay ‘sunny Luz’- just for 
now. 


“I’m here,” she whispered, glancing up at him. “When you need me to be.” 


It had been hours. Hunter knew that much. The first few hours had passed in a blurry haze, 
surrounded with nothing but Archer and a feeling of serenity that Hunter had never been 
capable of before. Bard magic really was something else. 


Soon enough, the white retreated slightly, causing almost a mist to descend across the 
emptiness. It reminded him of clouds. Archer told him this was because the spell was 
starting to wear off. Soon, he’d see what his mindscape really looked like. 


The hours had passed swiftly with Archer there. Hunter was vaguely aware of the fact that 
he must be acting slightly delirious- every one of his movements were slowed, and 
everything was hilarious. Archer didn’t make fun of him once; he only laughed along to every 
joke that should have fallen flat. 


A few times, Hunter had fallen asleep, slumped against his predecessor’s shoulder. He 
never complained. Each time he woke up, he’d simply restart whatever story he had been 
telling. This Golden Guard had seen everything. All of his tales were interesting, and Hunter 
would forget himself, and scoot closer, as if Archer were an older brother recounting his 
exploits. He did so with such ease- not once did he smile nervously, or apologise 
self-consciously for rambling on. Archer did not apologise for existing. It was a small 
achievement. But to Hunter? It seemed impossible. They were raised by the same man, and 
yet Archer had turned out... well, he had turned out like this. Logically, he should hate this 
older, more skilled Golden Guard. But he simply didn’t have the strength. The 
nineteen-year-old was so himself, unphased and courageous and capable of standing up for 
what was right. 


It was like Hunter, but in another life. In a very literal sense. Dully, Hunter wondered what 
had gone wrong in his life. Why couldn’t he be like him? 


“Are you listening?” Archer said with a smile, breaking him out of his thoughts. Hunter 
nodded- it didn’t convince the older boy in the slightest. 


Archer motioned somewhere off in the distance. He squinted, and could just about make out 
a door. His bedroom door. He tried harder to focus, and the mist swept away further- the 
walls on either side came into view. 


“That's the entry to your mindscape,” Archer said cheerfully, jumping to his feet. He pulled 
Hunter up beside him. “Let’s see if it's even emptier than here, huh?” 


“Very funny,” he muttered. Hunter followed him towards the door, which looked bare and a bit 
depressing, if he was being honest with himself. 


Archer swung open the door with more flourish than was strictly necessary, and he found 
himself in his bedroom. But it was so much more than that. It had doubled or tripled in size, 
and took on an odd, uneven shape. Every wall was a different length and height, and 
displayed a different aspect of his personality. Or at least some sort of special interest, 
Hunter noted. 


One wall held a bookshelf. Every book was one that he had read hundreds of times before 
back at the castle. The bookshelf was covered in carvings of ancient glyphs that glowed in 
every Coven’s hue, like a spell that had just been activated. It looked beautiful. He had loved 
Luz’s way of magic more than he was willing to admit- apparently, his mind had no issue in 
displaying his admiration for all to see. 


Suddenly, he tripped over a fallen book. It was covered in dust, as if it had been there for 
centuries. ‘Grimwalkers’, it read. 


“What?” he muttered to himself. 


Archer was laughing at something. Hunter gladly tore his eyes away from the book to see his 
older copy staring at another wall with delight. A tiny balcony was fixed to it, carved out of... 
palistrom wood? Hunter edged closer, and saw that it was occupied by cheerful Palismen. 
Some sat peacefully on the balcony, some used it as a climbing frame- one Palisman, a 
carbon copy of Flapjack, circled around Hunter’s head a couple of times before settling onto 
his hair. A taller version, one that looked like a parrot, nestled in Archer’s. 


“So this is the infamous Flapjack I’ve heard so much about,” he said, nodding towards 
Hunter’s bird. “Pleasure to meet you!” 


“He’s not the real one,” he replied. “But he feels really... real.” 
“He’s very sweet anyway- wish | had a Palisman. You must really love him, to have an entire 


section devoted to his kind. It’s like a little zoo.” He turned his gaze away, taking in the rest of 
Hunter’s mind. 


He felt a little embarrassed to be so ‘on display’ to someone he barely knew. But he didn’t 
actually mind that much. It felt insane to acknowledge, but Hunter trusted Archer with every 
fibre of his being. Somehow, he just knew this boy, inside and out. 


The wall right next to it was far more disconcerting. Even Archer backed away from it. It had 
once been covered with Emperor’s Coven posters, he could tell that much- he could still 
make out corners of golden sigils, the remains of a ‘This could be you!’ propaganda poster. 
But it had all been burned away. Only singed debris remained, ash and faded gold paint. A 
wooden mannequin had once stood proudly, wearing the Golden Guard uniform. Now it lay 
attacked on the floor, the uniform destroyed. The remains of the cloak still smoked a little, as 
if it had only recently been set ablaze, flakes of gold settling on the ground. 


“Who did this?” Hunter whispered, shocked. The last of his pride smarted at the vandalism. 
But deep down, he felt an odd sense of justice; lives avenged. 


“Wow. Your inner self must be really angry at Belos.” 
“But | wouldn't...” 


“Why wouldn't you?” Archer said softly. “You might not be ready to admit it, but the ‘Golden 
Guard’ is no longer you. Belos wronged you, wronged us. Your inner self has already 
accepted it, even if you haven't yet.” 


“But- the Emperor’s Coven was my life,” Hunter said. The destroyed sigils glared at him 
accusingly. He still struggled to see them as something other than a way to make the world a 
better place. He’d been raised to see these sigils as the best of the best. He had been at the 
top. He’d been proud of that. 


But it was all a gilded lie. 


“Not anymore,” Archer said, a tinge of bitterness to his tone. It disappeared quickly, replaced 
with sunny hope. It didn’t quite have its normal impact. He pulled Hunter into a one-armed 
hug. “But hey! You have the rest of your life to be someone else. And to kick Belos’s ass.” 


“Yeah,” Hunter said. “I'll, um. I'll try.” It sounded nowhere near as reassuring as he tried to 
make it appear. 


“No pressure or anything,” he replied with a wicked grin. “Anyways, what else do we have 
around here? Ooh, we have a weapons wall.” He pulled away to admire it in all of its glory. 


‘Weapons’ was a strong word for it. There were a few swords, although decorative. Several 
toy crossbows hung proudly, complete with multicoloured arrows. A plushie of a frog also sat 
against the wall. Archer snorted at it, before admitting that his plushie had been an 
abomination creature, a gift from Darius. 


Hunter explained that when it had become clear that he was powerless (although looking 
back, of course Belos had known he would be from the beginning), he had turned the young 


boy’s attention towards more ‘old-fashioned’ ways of training. Such as archery and 
swordsmanship. 


“| was the best archer in the Emperor’s Coven, you know,” Archer said proudly. “Hence the 
name.” 


“Wait, Archer’s just a nickname?” 


He winced, obviously trying to snatch his words from the air. But then he sighed regretfully, 
and leant in close. “Take this to your grave. But my real name is Tony.” 


“That is so normal!” Hunter said, delighted. 
“To. Your. Grave.” Archer stared at him pointedly. 


He raised his hands in false surrender. “If you insist, man. But if | beat you in a duel, | get to 
call you Tony.” 


Archer glanced at the toy crossbows, then at the smaller, lankier boy. He shrugged, smiling. 
“Deal.” 


>>---> 


They ran back out of the door they had entered through. What had once been white fog had 
almost disappeared, leaving the scent of morning dew in the air. They found themselves on 
the cliff that Hunter had spent the night on. That night seemed so long ago now. 

Something was different. At first, he assumed it was just the Bard magic still hovering around 
them- gentle orange lights that floated next to their faces like docile firebees. But it wasn’t 
that. With a start, he noticed the trees that separated the cliffside from the forest had 
changed. 


They were memory trees. Hunter’s memories. The frames weren't ornate, like Belos’s were- 
in fact, they reminded him of the bookshelf in his bedroom. The trees that held every 
memory were decorated with intricate carvings that glowed in the dawn, each one a different 
glyph; some of which Hunter had never even seen. Every Coven’s colour gazed back at him, 
the lights dancing on his face. The trees were beautiful. But the memories they held were 
not. 


Archer had apparently already noticed what memories were proudly displayed; because 
before Hunter could look properly, he had grabbed him by the hand. 


“Don’t look,” he said, trying his best to sound calm, but failing. “Let’s just go to the meadow, 
okay? You have a duel to lose!” 


“Okay,” Hunter said quietly. He would never acknowledge it, but he squeezed his eyes shut 
as he passed through the forest, holding onto Archer’s hand far tighter than he intended to. 
Archer didn’t say a word to ridicule him; even though it was obvious he wasn’t looking where 
he was going, as he tripped over branches and tree roots several times. Hunter couldn't 


understand why he was being so kind- he reminded him of Luz. There wasn’t a reasoning or 
ulterior motive. They just were good people, for the sake of being good. 


Not many witches like that could be found in the Emperor’s Coven. He wasn’t sure he could 
ever be like that. 


Archer might have been talking whilst they traipsed through the trees. Hunter didn’t listen. 
He just walked silently on, unable to look at any of the memories directly. He knew for a fact 
none of them would be worth diving into. 


“We’re here!” Archer said brightly. He let go of Hunter’s hand, and slung his crossbow off of 
his shoulder, testing the bow itself. His motions were so fluid, as if he had done it a thousand 
times before. He probably had done it a thousand times before. 


Hunter was screwed. Back at the Emperor’s Coven, losing was everything. Losing meant 
losing meals for a week. This was the first time that Hunter was not afraid to be defeated, 
however. Because it was just a game, and Archer was smiling, and Hunter wasn’t terrified for 
the first time in a long time. 


It felt strange. It felt nice. 


He tried his best to emulate Archer’s ability of acting as if he knew exactly what he was 
doing. He adjusted his crossbow in his hands, aiming it this way and that, and jokingly aimed 
it right at Archer’s face, who laughed. 


“An unloaded crossbow, my worst fear,” he deadpanned. “Whatever shall | do.” 


At least this older boy was capable of some level of sarcasm. Hunter didn’t know how he’d 
cope with what was essentially just a male version of Luz’s bubbly personality. However, he 
had a point. They had forgotten arrows. 


“Titan. Arrows.” 


“No worries!” Archer said, spinning a spell circle. Just like that, two packs of soft toy arrows 
appeared, dipped in different colours of paint. Hunter fought the urge to become 
irredeemably jealous. 


“But- you don’t have a staff! How’d you do that?!” 


Archer scoffed lightly. “I’m dead. | can be whatever | wanna be. And today, | happen to want 
to be a witch, and give us arrows.” 


“That's so cool,” Hunter whispered, forgetting himself. It startled him a little- for a moment, in 
the meadow, with orbs of Bard magic floating gently around them, he had almost forgotten 
that he was talking to what was essentially a ghost. A copy of himself. He had grown 
accustomed to seeing his own face staring back at him. The more he got to know Archer, he 
wasn’t just a copy. He was older, stronger. He was different. 


The older boy threw back his long hair, playing along to Hunter's admiration. “Il do not bend 
to your foolish mortal laws! | am Archer, King of... Archers!” 


He found himself laughing. “Dork!” 


“We'll see about that,” Archer said with a grin. He tied his hair into a bun, slung the pack over 
his shoulder, and loaded an arrow into his crossbow with an ease that couldn’t be practised. 
“Load up, Shortie.” 


He rolled his eyes at the nickname. He prepared his crossbow in the same fashion, 
pretending to falter as he did so. He saw Archer smile. Good. He thought he was an easy 
target. Archer was clearly talented- but with a lowered guard, he would be easy to trick into 
defeat. 


An arrow flew towards him. Hunter ducked out of the way, deliberately reacting slowly, 
making it seem like an extremely close call. Immediately another arrow attacked, then 
another. He dodged out of the way of both; when the fourth came, he rolled out of range, 
much to Archer’s surprise. Before he could fully process the skill of his dodge, Hunter 
attacked with an arrow of his own. It missed him, but it was close- the orange paint from the 
tip splattered Archer’s hair. They both laughed; Archer in surprise, Hunter in victory. 


“Doesn't count, but good shot,” Archer congratulated. 
“Thanks, To-” An arrow flew past him, marking his bangs with lurid purple. “Hey!” 
“I’m not ‘Tony’ to you yet,” Archer said shortly, sticking his tongue out. Titan. Just like Luz. 


Hunter loosed another arrow- he watched in shock as the past Golden Guard had the stupid 
idea to backflip out of its path. “That was so not necessary!” 


“Says who?” 


“l-” Hunter was just about to shoot back an equally childish retort, but stopped in his tracks. 
He could see a picture frame just behind Archer, one that he hadn’t noticed before. It was 
the same one that had taken pride of place in Belos’s mind. A single hand, pale, reaching 
out from the abyss. But it was different. The rest of its figure, its head featureless and 
covered in grime, had emerged from the swamp. And now its gaping eyes stared blankly, 
fixed intensely on Hunter, its arms hanging limply by its side. 


It opened its cavernous mouth. Its scream was deafening as it found its prey. Hunter took a 
step back, frozen. Then it started running, clumsily but swiftly, head cocked to the side- 
straight towards Archer. 


“Watch out!” Hunter yelled. He dashed towards him, arms outstretched- but when he tried to 
shove him out of the creature’s path, his hands met only empty air. 


He phased right through him, falling hard onto the grass. Archer stared at Hunter, confused- 
then saw the creature dashing towards him. He leaped into action wordlessly. He loosed an 


arrow without hesitation- it flew effortlessly through the air, through the painting. It met its 
target perfectly. Just as he started to crawl out of the frame, the arrow plunged into the 
creature’s skull. 


The monster fell with a dull thud, silent at last, onto the grass. Black blood slowly oozed from 
its temple. 


Silence. The only sound was Hunter’s gasping breaths as he gazed at where the creature 
once stood, and now lay crumpled on the ground. Archer stood confidently, glaring at the 
figure with the intensity of a honed soldier. Then his shoulders slumped, a child once more. 
He whipped around to face Hunter. 


He was still on the ground. He couldn't pull his eyes away from the tree and the corpse, as if 
expecting an army of limping clones to rush out of the painting and drag him to the depths. 


His entire body was shaking. 


“You okay?” Archer knelt down to comfort him. His hands passed through him when he tried 
to pull him into a hug. “Hunter, can you hear me?” 


He nodded mutely, eyes meeting his to scan his face intently. Archer smiled. 


“Don’t freak out, okay? Remember what you studied, that was just one of your emotions 
taking a... slightly scary form. | wouldn't have let it hurt you. | promise.” 


“What emotion was it?” he asked hoarsely. 


“| have no idea, but | know the memory. It was when you were made. It was- | think it was 
your trauma. The fear of what you are, in corporeal form.” 


“I’m not traumatised,” Hunter snapped. He sat up hurriedly, trying to look as composed as 
possible. It didn’t fool Archer for a second. 


“You might not think you are,” he returned calmly. “But Hunter, you got so scared that you’re 
waking up. That’s why | can’t touch you.” 


“What?! But- | don’t want to leave you. You can’t leave, I- | need you!” He sounded childish, 
and he knew it. He couldn't find the strength to care as he begged. 


“Hey, don’t- I’m here now, aren't |?” Archer said. He reached for Hunter’s hand, resting it just 
above his before it passed through. His skin had started to waver, becoming less solid. The 
feeling of nothing only scared Hunter more; he ripped his hand away, trying to scramble 
backwards. 


The grass was beginning to give way. It twisted and writhed beneath him. His breaths grew 
harsher with each hammering heartbeat. 


| can’t go. Not yet. 


Archer was starting to panic slightly too now, but was doing a far better job of hiding it. “Uhm- 
okay, don’t panic, you’re waking up. Try not to kill the human, she- she means well-” 


“| don’t want to go, not yet,” Hunter panicked. His fingers fought for purchase on the ground; 
but with every attempt, it wavered and glitched against his touch. 


“| Know you don't, but | swear to you, you’re going to be okay,” Archer said. The certainty in 
his tone was almost enough to calm him. The authority he wielded was effortless. Distantly, 
Hunter knew that if he had had the chance, the boy before him would have been a fearless 
leader of a rebellion. 

He had never gotten the chance. Maybe Hunter wouldn’t either. 

“Im scared,” he whispered. 

“| know. So am I,” his brother admitted softly. “But | think we'll be alright. So just wake up.” 
His last words echoed in the breeze, becoming louder, thundering in his head. 

Wake up, wake up, wake up- 

Archer’s face faded, but he still wore that same smile, fearful though it was. 

Hunter squeezed his eyes shut. 

He let himself fall. 

“Wake up!” 

He shot up, gasping. “Archie? Archer, where are you?” 

“Hunter, it’s- it’s me,” his brother said. It distorted and echoed in his head, becoming more 
and more feminine. It wasn’t Archer. He wanted it so badly to be him that he shut his eyes, 
not wanting to see who he knew it was. “It’s Luz. You’re in The Owl House.” 

“No,” Hunter said softly. “Arch, come back.” He held his head in his hands, knees pulled tight 
to his chest. In the dark, he could pretend for just one minute more that he was about to win 
his duel, he was covered in paint, but everything was fine. If he listened hard enough, he 
could still hear the gentle breeze as it ruffled his hair. Archer’s laughter. 

He was gone, and he was alone. 


“Hunter?” 


His yell was hoarse and furious; it broke the silence as suddenly as a thundercrack. “Go 
away!” 


He tore his head up to meet Luz’s gaze. It was as compassionate as always. Naive, kind, 
and loyal. Archer in another life, if he hadn’t been killed by someone he- they- trusted. Her 
hand was still outstretched. “Hey, it’s okay,” she said, confused. “You're okay.” The lanterns 
glowed softly behind her, warm and so irredeemably, disgustingly safe. 


But he wasn’t. He wasn’t at all. He jumped up, throwing the blankets aside, and strode 
towards the door. He had to find a way to bring him back. He wasn’t a witch or a human, 
different rules might apply, he had to try, at least- 


“Where are you going?” Luz asked, stepping in his way. “Please, you’re sick!” 


“I’m sick of you,” Hunter spat, stepping around her. He was inches from the door. Then he’d 
be out of this mess. 


The Titan-forsaken Owl Demon appeared. “Hey, that’s not polite.” 
“Get out of my way,” he growled. 


The Owl Demon didn’t stand down. He prepared to shove him out of his path- but then 
Flapjack fluttered into his view. 


Calm down, the chirps insisted. She can help you. 


“No, she can't, I- only he could’ve helped!” Hunter said, voice fraying. “Only he knew, and- 
and he’s dead!” 


| know. But you have her. 


He butted his head against Hunter’s affectionately. That’s all it took. His shoulders slumped, 
all fury dissipating. He flew around his head, settling on his unkempt hair. Hunter turned 
slowly towards Luz, who stood waiting, smiling nervously. The Owl Lady stood next to her. 
They both looked sickeningly concerned. 


“Don't,” he said quietly. “Don’t look at me like that.” 


His legs were shaking, refusing to support his weight. He stumbled to the side. Flapjack 
chirped worriedly, and transformed into a staff, yellow particles flurrying. He leant on it 
gratefully. He glanced up at the family in front of him. 


There were a few fraught moments where no-one moved. Hunter swallowed nervously. 


“Sit back down,” Luz said, walking slowly towards him. She took his arm around her 
shoulder, and he allowed himself to be led back to the couch. Neither of them mentioned 
how heavily he leaned on her. He sat down ungracefully, settling his staff in his lap. Luz sat 
next to him, carefully, as if scared she'd spook him. He didn’t bother to be offended by this. 
Eda hesitated, looking at Luz. She nodded. It was barely perceptible. 


“We'll be okay,” she said gently. “Just give us a minute.” 


“I'll be here if you need me,” Eda said. “And kid?” 


Hunter looked up, eyes wide. Was she going to yell? Throw him in the basement until he 
confessed his crimes? Feed him to the Owl Demon? 


But she only said, “You’re welcome here as long as you need.” Her smile was warm as she 
turned on her heel, leaving them alone. 


Then it was quiet. The Owl Demon had retreated too, the door closing behind it. He could 
feel the human’s eyes on him as he stared straight ahead, trying to breathe normally again. 


The quiet stretched on. Then, finally, Luz blurted out, “Who’s Archer?” 
Hunter started. “Huh?” 


“Before, you- you called me Archer. And you were talking in your sleep, something about... 
not wanting to leave? And you said that name a lot.” 


“Um. It doesn’t matter. Just someone | don't really know.” 


“Okay,” Luz said, clearly not buying a word. But she moved on regardless. “Do you want to 
talk about-” 


“He used to call me half a witch,” he said suddenly. “Belos, | mean. When | couldn't do 
something.” He let out a bitter laugh. “I thought | was half a witch. Turns out I’m not a witch at 
all.” 


He finally looked up at Luz. Her eyes were filled with tears, but she was clearly trying to 
swallow them back. She offered a small smile in return. “I know. I’m sorry he ever thought it 
was okay to treat you like that.” Something dark passed over her face. It was oddly touching, 
to see someone so angry on his behalf. He had never seen it before. But then just like that, 
the expression was gone, replaced with a bright smile. “But I’m not a witch either. It’s not so 
bad!” 


She pulled one of her little paper sheets from her pocket. She tapped it, and a familiar orb of 
light appeared, resting in her palms. She gently passed it to him. He cradled it in his hands, 
as if scared it would float away and leave him too. 

“Will you teach me?” he asked quietly. 


“Of course. I’d love to!” 


He was wrapped in a tight hug before he could protest. He stiffened. Then, awkwardly, he 
hugged her back. “Um. Thanks.” 


“Y’know, | think you might like it here, if you let yourself.” 


Archer would love it here. 
I'll try my best, Archie. 


Notes: 
Don't mind me, just adding even more trauma to our Bad but Sad Boy's therapy list :D 


Now he misses his brother too :( 


ANYWAY, today | have a question for you! Whilst I've been writing this, I've also been 
working on a series called "The Owl College", a Modern College AU. I've decided most of 
the character's majors, but | need help! Here's what I've got so far, as well as the gaps that 
need filling: 


Luz- Spanish with Creative Writing 
Amity- Spanish with American Literature 
Willow- Botany 

Hunter- ? 

Gus- ? 


Notes: 
SOoo00o... | am sorry. BUT he gets better! Maybe! 


...|am so excited to see how canonical Hunter deals with this trash bag of emotional 
torment. 


Anyway, follow me on TikTok for another chapter! (@cassie.beckett) 


Thanks for reading!! Kudos are much appreciated, and have a lovely day/night wherever you 
are 


Kudos 


